/ 


( kok  1*  % % >Jk  It  M , 1 

7Zf  /W/rr/hwi  ////*■  v 

} //  / / . ■ 

7/7/  - ^7  // ///MS W/// 

C u rn ptxs  oil  J>y  ~ 

ii  Jj  ITU, 

BALTIMORE  Published  and  Sold  by  GEO. WILLI G Jr. 


^ COURT  & BRATTLE  ST/ 


The  homes,  the  homes  of  Poland 

T.ie  mountains, and  the  plains, 

The  rivers,  and  the  free  wild  woods, 

The  slaves  who  hurst  their  chains 

The  mother’s  sacred  love the  tears 

That  weep  the  hero’s  fall 

The  memory  of  our  better  years 

Fill  high, to  one  and  all . 


The  sword,  the  sword  for  Poland 

The  keenest, and  the  best} 

But  fling  away  the  coward  shield, 
And  bare  the  warriors  breast. 
As  gaily  to  the  battle-ground, 

As  to  a banquet, _ on! 

There’s  music  in  the  trumpet  sound, 
Fill  high  though  hope  be  gone! 
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There s music  in  the  trumpet 


Good  night, good  night  to  Poland 

To  morrow’s  sun  may  rise 
To  see  us  rest  on  mother  efcrth, 
Beneath  otlr  own  blue  skies  : 

And  welcome*  welcome,  if  the  strife 
Be  won, to  make  thee  free! 

Fill, to  the  last  dear  throb  of  life, 
Oh!  Poland— all  for  thee! 
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